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The law says that all “bottled-in-

bond whiskey” must be at
least four years old.

But we say that four years isn’t
sufficient to properly age whiskey.

Old

James E. Pepper

Botiled in Bond

Order by Mail

4
12

MAMONDS

Full quarts, 7-year-old &}
(Bottled in Bond) ;50__0

Full quarts, 7-year-
old (Bottled in Bond)

15

CREDIT

20 Per Cent. Down
10 Per Cent. Per Month

JNew. Yorkjis the greatest market in the world for precious

Since 1848 (sixty-six years), we have been engaged in busi-

-as Diamond Imperters and Manufacturing Jewelers.

We are

the Largest Diamond Importers in the World. Qur Diamonds are abso-
Blue White; accurately cut, exquisitely polished. With every
ond we give a Certificate guaranteeing Quality and Value. Our

e business, ong experience and high standing insure you a

-of from 15 to 25

in the integrify of the people. We send any article selected for
examination without expense. If acceptable, keep Diamond
or pther purchase and make first payment. Send for our

containing descriptions and prices.
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SUMMER RESORT NUMBER of the NEW YOREK TRIBUN
JUNE 6th, will help you to select the ideal place; it will lnt‘l‘:tiufé
ideal spot for a vacation. Better than ever.
Summer Resort Guide. Leave your order for & copy with the
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HIS MEANS YOU!

IsHow To Improve Business

ONE;OF,THE MOST ESSENTIAL

4

- ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

A ¢\ REQUISITES TO AN UP-TO-DATE,
“} MODEEN 'BUSINESS, IS A SELECT
%' AND 5 WELL PRINTED  ASSORT-
) ' MENT OF. OFFICE STATIONERY.
#*A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM-
.Q . PANY HE KEEPS.”

: : THE SAME
% ° RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-
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EAﬂllmr of “Caleb Conover,
E
(Continued.)

] ghall make my way,” averred the
lad stoutly, “and even if I don’'t sue-
ceed at the law, I always }}ave my
literary work to fall back on.”

“Your what?"

“My literary work. I was Yale cor-
respondent for the Star all the time
1 was at college. And more of my
stories are being accspted all the time
by papers and magazines. And” seek-
ing -mightily to subdue the thrill of
sublime prid® in his voice and to speak
in a matter-of-fact tone, as he played
his trump card, ‘“‘Last month I' ‘E‘,‘d
& thirteen page story in Scribner’s.

“Where?' asked Caleb, pgenuinely
curious.,

“In Scribner’'s™
modestly.

“Where's that?' in quired Caleb.

«jt's, —why Scribper's Magaszine,”
explained the boy, in dire misery. “I
got eighty dollars for it.”" he added
with a pitiful clutch of his vanishing
self-respect.

Caleb’s eve brightened. He looked
at Hawarden with a new interest.

“Eighty dollars?" he repeated. “How
long’d It take you write it out?”

“aAbout three days, I think,” answer-
ed the boy, puszzled at the question.

“II'm! Not so bad. Hundred an
sixty dollars a week with Sunday off.
Why don't you stick to that instead
of messin’ around with the law?”

*“jt was the tenth story 1'd sent
them,” confessed Hawarden heroically
“And it was the first one they took.

trouble with literature.

repeated Hawarden

as things stand now,” pursued

, “you've no real money. No sure

prospects. An' you want to marry

Dey Sheviin. You want her to share

your nothin'-a-year. Or,” he graled,

“maybe you think it'd be nice to live
on her cash?

“1 think nothing of the sort!" flar-
ed Hawarden, ecarlet with anger. “I'll
not stand that sort of talk even from
her guardian., I wouldnit 4ouch a
penny of any woman's money if I
were starving! I-—"

“That sounds kind of like a book,
too,"” commented Caleb. “But you mean
it. 'm glad you do I think I kind of
ke you. So, instead of throwin’ you
downstairs, I'm goin’ to wasie & whole
minute talkin’ to you. You're a nice
kid, TYou come here with
book learnin’ an' idees of honor an’
you make your little speech fto the
stony thearted guardian an’ stand
ready to say ‘God bless you, sir, for
them kind words!” or ‘You've busted
two young hearts!" No, yvou needn’t
squirm. TIt's.so. But you can rub
both remarks off the slate, WNeither
of 'em’ll be needed. You've the good
sense to fall in love with the dandi-
est girl that ever happened. But
what have you got to offer her? Be-
sides your valuable self, I mean?
Youn're asking for the greatest thing
in all this world. Do you give any-
thing in exchange? ©Not you. TYou
want her,—her with her pretty ways,
an' clever brain an’' gorgeous little
face, An' you can't even support her.
You can't even say ‘T've got ten dol-
lars & week of my own. I'll give it
all to:s her.” You've no money-—no
prospects. ‘'An’ you want her to ex-
change herself for that. Her that
ecould marry a milllonaire if she want-
ed to.”

“I'm—I'm wiling that the engage-
-ment should be 2 long one,” hesitated
the boy batting futilely against the
vulgar truth of Caleb’'s words. *
wouldn't ask her to marry me til¥ I
wns able to support her,—to support
her well,”

“An’ in the meantime,'” wurged Con-
over, with merciless logic. “In the
meantime, she's to have the pleasure
of sittin® by, eatin’ her heart out,
waltin'—waltin"—growin’ older ev'ry
vear.—losin' good chances,—bein' side-
tracked at partiies an’ so on, because
she's engaged an' no longer in the
marriage market,—waitin' year after
year—maybe till all her prettiness an’
her youth’s gone—just on the chance
that you'll some day be able to sup-
port a wife? You don’'t mean to be
crooked. You're only just foolish. But
look the thing in the eyes an' tell
me: Is it sguare? Is it an ‘homest
bargain you offer? Aren't you cheatin’
the one girl in the world you ought
to do most for?"

"Bt with such an incentive/’
pleaded the boy, ‘“T'd surely make
my way quickiy. In a year at the
most! 1I'd work—I1'd work so hard for
her!"

. Cadeb leaned to one side and threw
open the window by his desk With
the warm soft air of Spring rushed
in the steam of sibliance and clangor
of the railway yards.

“Look down therel™
over, pointing out. “More'n a hun-
dred men in that wyard, ain't there?
Dirty-faced men with stooped should-
ers an’ soiled clothes. Not a one of
‘tm that's got a fam'ly resemblance
to Romeo. What are they doin’?
Workin't Every mother’'s son of ‘em
workin’ harder than you or any of
yvour fam'ly ever worked or ever could
work. How'd their faces get dirty
an’ stoopid an' their shoulders bent
over? By workin' An’ who are they
workin® for? ¥For themselves? Not
them. Each one of ‘em’s workin’
for some woman. An' most of 'em for
a bunch of measly kids as well. Work-
in' all day an' ev'ry day, till they
drop dead or wear out an' go to the
poorhouss, An' the women they work
for are workin’ too. Workin®' at wash-
board or scrub-brush to eke out the
men-folks’ an' brats’ livin® Work!
work! Work! All their lives. But I
don't see any of 'em gatherin’ in
front of the footlights an’ singin® a
chorus about how happy they are, or
how their hard work has made their
wives rich an' lazy. Are you any
better'n they are? Can you work any
harder for Desiree than they are work-
in" for the slatternly, slab-sided, down-
at-heel women at home? Don't you
s'ppose every one of those men once

bristlin®

ordered Con-

te ‘cons‘crate his toll’ to her? Think
it over, son; an’ get a better argu-
ment than the silly fact that you're
willin' to do your dooty by workin'
for Desiree. Hell's full of workers.”
“It ald seems= s0 horrible—so gross—
so material”™ muttered the boy. “But
—but you're right, =ir. 1 can see It
now. Still—"

iHe stretched his hands out hefore

pair.
“Still,” finished <Caleb, “it hadn’t
ought to he hey? Most things hadn’t.
But most £hings are. Now look here!
I've wasted a lot of time an” a lot
of bad tastin’ truths over you. I don't
know why I did it, except that 1 al-
ways like to jaw after T've had a
big fight on. It kind of lets off steam.
There's the answer in a nutshell. I'm
Miss Sheviin's guardian. What Miss
Shevlin wants, she's going to have,
if T have to buy the White House
for her. If she wants you she can
have vou. If she don’t want you—all
the consent I could give wouldn't
amount to a hoot in Hades. Pers'nally,
I think you'd better walt till you grow
up an' get a job before you talk
bout marryin’.. But it's her affair. Not
mine. If she wants you she can have
you. Put it up to her. It's past me.
An' now trot along. You've taken
more of my time than you could
for in a dozen thirtesn page
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him in an impulsive gesture of des- |

I!..orlal-

“Dr. Dale,” “On Glory's

WA

N
."But I do thank you a thousand
. exclaimed FHawarden, shak-
ing hgnda with boyish vehemence. *I
am—iI'm awfully obliged to you. When
I eame 1 was afraid I'd meet somé
su.f‘h.farf as poor Mr, Blacarda.”
What's that?” snapped Caleb, all
ge'nlalizy wiped from his voice.
bo‘.afl:imut Mr. Blacarda?* asked the
¥ In Dperfect innocence, 5 ren”
you heard? It was in the morniiina; ;':1}
::T:fi It tse‘_-ma he was jumping on a
oOviIng sireet car, up at the
vesterday afternoon.p when h?:'pirtcgii
slipped on the steps and he was drag-
ged along, face downward, for nearly
half a block. Two of his ribs were
broken, and his body is covered with
bruises. ‘The papers say his face is
baﬂl:ered almost beyond recognition.”
" Too bad!™ remarked Conover drily.

Folks ought to be careful how they
try 4o jump onto heavy-movin' things.
Sometimes there's apt to be a surprise
for the jumper. Now eclear out! You
can run an’ tell Dey what I said if you
want to. Neo, don't go thankin' me
again. It's up to her, as I told wou.
Most likely. she'll send you about your
business. So long!”
Waving out the bewildered, delight-
ed wouth, Caleb threw himself back
in Lis leather chair and fished from a
case the ever-present cigar. A tower-
irz pile of work lay untouched on his
desk. But he gave it no heed. With a
queer, wholly inexplicable contraction
at the heart he lay there thinking. At
first he tried to langh at the memory
of the boy’s loftily worded pretensions.
But somehow he could not. He recalled
what Caine had said about Desires
marrying “the right man.” Hawarden
came of good family. His parents
were among the best people in Granlte.
Aes his wife, Desiree could probably
take and hold any social position she
chose, He was a nice boy, too. And
some day he would grow up. There
was much to be sald for the match
preposterous as it had at first seemed.
After all, why not—?

A clerk entered with a card. Con-
over's mouth set in & grim smile as he
glanced at it.

“Send him in,”
across to his desk
be holdin® a levee
this mornf™ "

Reuben Standish,

he said, wmoving
chair. “I secem to
of the asr'stocracy

gaunt, gray and
stilf as ever was ushered into the
private office. The old man’s face was
a monotone of drab, save for a ruddy
patch on either cheek bone where con-
sumption flaunted a no-surrender flag.
Caleb greeted him with a rrod and mo-
tioned him to a seat.

“I hope I have not broken In upon
very important work.” began Standish,
glancing at the mountain of letters and
papers on the desk.

“All my work's Important.,” an-
swered Caleb. "If it wasn't 1'd have
an office bay d» it while I loafed, Want
anvthing especial?"’ :

“First of all,” evaded Standish, 1in
the courtly old-world manner that Ca-
leb always found so jarring, *“permit
me t0 congratulate youn on your great
victory at the Capitol yesterday, I
read this morning that the Starke bill
was defeated entirely through your
own personal endeavors. It must be a
great thing to wield so powerful an
influence over one's fellow men—I"

“Say,"” Interposed Caleb. “"Quit stand-
in" on the distant hilltop makin' psace
signs, Come on down an' tell me what
you want. Make it as short as you
can."

It appeared that Mr. Standish want-
ed much; thovgh he did not seem to be
able to condense Fis wishes to the de-
gree (Caleb suggested. This, however,
was of little account. since the Fighter
already foreknew the other’s misslon.
He ilstened with only perfunctory at-
tenlion to a recital of Lthe Aaron Burr
Bank's needs. of the stringenéy of de-
posits and the danger of a ‘*run:™
with still Jess heed to the tale of an
unwonted depressicn in certaln stocks
wherein Mr., Standish's interest was
rurely marginal. As the story ended,
Conover said curily:

“To sum it up, you're broke. Tou
want me to make depositas today in
your bank an’ you want & personal
loan Tesides.”

Standish started to spealk Caleb
motioned back the words.

“Jow much?"’ he asked. “How much
in all? Don't hem an" haw, "man.
You've got the amount fixed in your
mind, down to the last cont. You
know how much you really* need. Start
off with the blggest sum ¥irst. How
much?"’

Stondish tremuloursly blurted out his
statement. When one was dealing
with a boor like this Conover, there
was surely no need for finesse. The
fellow was as blind to the finer shades
of business dealings as to the usages
of gentle life. Therefore, why hesitgte
or leave him to guess the amount from
adding up a series of delicate hints. A
low-browed boor; though a decidedly
convenient one to cultivate—at times.
The present beéing most emphatically
one of these times. Standish with
rur'rllu_-d dignity laid bare hia financial
soul.

And the big. red haired shan lolled
back in the opposite chalr watching
his stately visitor from between alert,
half. shat eyes. The Fighter had walit-
ed, worked, planned, for months, for
this wvery Interview. Had Standish
been better versed in sign-reading, he
might have sgeen marks of Conover's
passage all along the tortuous finance
trail that had at last led to this pri-
vate office and still more private con-
fenslon.

But Standish had fallen not only into
the trap but into the fatal mistake
that had, a century earlier, in France,
caused the severance of a goodly num-
ter of mnoble heads:;—the error of un-
derestimating a proletariat opponent.
And now, unwittingly, he was about to
pay the price.

“*Well.,” observed Caleb,
facts stood forth, marshaled
sorry array., “How does
int'rest me?"”

“I beg your pardon?'
dish.

“1- say. how does this int'rest me?
Why should I Int'rest myseif in doin’
this mighty big favor for you? Why
don't vou turn te some of your own
business associates—some men of your
own class? Why do you come here?"

when the
in their
all this

halted Stan-

“I—you were so kind as to help me
before—""

“An’ that glves me a llcense to do it
again?’ sugg=sted Caleb. "“That seems
to be the rule all the world over. The
rest of your erowd are either as bad
off as you: or have too much sense to
put ¢ash into a sinkin' enterprise, hey?
So we come ‘a runnnin’ to the easy
mark, Caleb Conover. He'll be flatter-
ed to help us out.”

“Mr. Conover!" caughed the poor old

1 man.

“That's all right.” laughed Caleb.
“I'm goin’ toc help you out. So don't
get any grayer In the face than you
are already. I'm goin’' to help you out
for twa reasons. First. because if I
don't, you're rulned. Flat broke an'—"

*Oh, no, Mr. Conover!” exclaimed
Standish, tremblingly. “Not in the
very least. It is a temporary crisis
which—"

‘“Which is goin’ to become perm'nent
unless I sling out a life rope. What's
the use of lyin' "bout It?"

Standish laughed. The pitiful, mirth-
lees laugh of the man who is insulted
and dare mot resent the affront; who
compromises with trampled self re-
spect by grinning where he s£hould
curse.

“Good joke, ain't 1t?" agreed Caleb,
reading” the broken aristocrat like an
open page. "“So much for my first
reason. My second reason for helpin®
vou out is because I want to do vou a
neighborly turn. We are neighbors,
ain't we, Standish?"

“Why of course! Of course!" cried
the other wholly puzzied as to the
trend of Caleb’s words; yvet unfeigned-
Iy happy—and therefore eager to be
genlal—over the solution of hie finan-
cixl tangle. He coughed a pleasant
acquiescence.

“But,”” went on Caleb, “It just occurs
to me I am’t been as neighborly with
you as I'd oughter.” =

Absent-mindedly, as he talked, Con-
over drew forth his check book from a
drawer and lald it open before him,
fingering its long pink slips.

“No.”" he continued. forestalling
SBtandish’s perplexed reply, “I ain’t
been so neighborly as I should. You've
been around here to see me several
times, now—An" I've never once re-
turned any of your visits. It's about
up to me to come to ses you. When'll
I come?”

“Why—by all means! By all means!"”
declared Standish with effusion. “Come
and lunch with me, some day.—shall
we say. at the Pompton Club? Why
not to-day? I shall be delighted. If—"

“l don't o out to lunch.” objected
Conover. *“Haven't time. But I'd be
glad to eat dinner with you.”

“Certainly. Why, of course, Any
evening you say. The chef we have
now at the Pompton Club—"

“I don't want to dine at the Pomp-
ton Club.” sald Caleb sulkily.

“At the Arareek, then. We're both
membera there. What evening—?"

“*Nor the Arareek, neither,” answer-
ed Caleb. *“Eatin’ food with a man at
his club ain't what I call bein’ neigh-
borly. I'Il just drop around on ¥you
to & home dinner some evenin', I'll
like that better.”

“Why., ve—es,"” coincided Standish,
with all the cordiality he ceuld muster
against the shock. *“That will be de-
lightful. Certainly. Some evening
when—"

Howli Friday evenin' of this week
suit you?” asked Caleb, breaking in on
the loosely strung speech of his guest.

“Friday?' echoed Standish, taken
aback. *“Why., why my family are to
be at home that eveningl™”

White spots leaped into view at eith-
er side of Caleb’s ciose shut lips. and
something lurid flamed far back in his
eves. Had Blacarda—Iin hils hospital
room at the Capitol—ssen that Ilook,
he might have suffered relapse. But
Standish was near sighted.—except in
the eyes,—and the expression passed
unnoticed.

“I know your fam'ly's to be home
that night,” said Conover in a curious-
Iy muffled voice. *Also there's a din-
ner party vou're givin'. An' a musicle
afterward. Twelve guests to the din-
ner. 'Bout two hundred to the muslicle.
I'm ecomin’ to both.”™

“But my dear Mr. Conover!"” cried
Standish with forced gayety. “¥You
don’t quite see the point—Much as I—
and all of us—would be delighted to
have you as our guest at dinner that
night, yet the laws of a dinner party
are unpleasantly—perhaps ridiculously
—rigid. For instance, this is to be a
dinner for twelve. An extra man
would spoll the balance—and—"" with
sudden inspiration—*"it wounld make
thirteen. So many people are foolish-
Iy superstitious! I confess, I am, for
one, Now the next evening would—"

“The mnext evenin'" sald Conover,
“you an’ your fam'ly are booked for
the Hawarden's theatre ty. I read
about it Iin the Star. ou'd excuse
vourself an' stay at home an’' dine
alone with me. An' that'd be about
as merry as a morgue for both of us.
No, I'm comin’ Friday;—if you'll be
80 good as to ask me."”

(To be Continued.)
Good to the last drop, and as

healthy as it Is delicious. Williams®
Root Beer.

The Woman of Hentucky.

The Kentucky woman is simply the
Venus of Milo {n warm healthy flesh,
with grace in all her motions and when
in love heaven in her eye. She has the
American capacity to adapt herself to
fresh conditions. Her nerves have not
been set on an edge by Atlantic east
winds, and she has a broad and sym-
pathetic nature.—London Truth,

In Spite of the Song.

“Are you fond of music? asked a
stranger of the young man at the con-
cert, who was applauding vigorously
after a pretty girl bad sung a song in
a very painful way.

“Not particularly,” replied the young
man frankly, “but I am extremely fond
of the musician.”

A Gremt Compower,.
Ethel—Who was that man you just
bowed to? Penelope—That was Dob-
son, the gweat composer. Ethel—A
romposer, did you say? Fenelope—He
manufactures soothing sirup. ;
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Friends and Foes.
Dear to me is the friend, yet ean I
joake even my very foe do me a
friend's part. My friend shows me
what I can do; my foe teaches me what
I should do.—Schiller.

To act with common sense according
to the moment is the best wisdom I

know.—Walpole.

Wllen— The Stomach is Sick .}

The Liver Sluggish
The ‘Bowels Clogged
The Blood Impure
The Skin Sallow

Then— I¥s Time to Take
That grand, old, time-tested remedy —

CHAM'S PILL

In boxes with full directions, 10c. and 25c.

Don't stop to thank me. Chase.
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You May Dip Your Shoes In Water
If They Are Polished With “Nugget”

act form all the things necessary
or the care of shoes—a box of

et NUGGET
POLISHE
For Shoes °’

ish

You can splash around in pud-
dles and the inside of the shoes
will stay as dry as punk.

And the “*shine’’ too will stay—
the shoes may

han

rub with a soft
cloth will bring
back all of the
lul{;’;.

aterproofin
the shc::nrpis on.l;
one feature of *‘Nugget.”'

Not only can you produce a
brightcr, more lustrous shine with
“‘Nugget’’ than with any other
shoe polish sold, but you can do
it in r:u time and with less effort.

To keep the shoes well d
is quick and easy when ‘‘Nugget’’
is used—about 2 minutes timeisall.

And still further, “‘Nugget’’
actually feeds the leather—keeps it
sg:f% l:nc! lilbledmd p.m?tr-‘ un-
sightlyridgesan qat:hni ‘Nug-
get”’ {eep'ncwlhoeu looking new
and restores youth to old ones.

‘“Nugget’’ really ‘‘doubles the

life of .

10c a Box—Black or' Tan

the world-famous
“Nugget'’Polish -
—a convenient
sized brush and a

Selvyt
pad.

d0c com~
lete.
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--TURKISH BATHS--

KEEP YOU IN PERFECT HEALTH AT ~

EFNCOETNENL A'RmNE.AS

Elegant Hotel Appointments Unsurpassed Grill Room and Oafe
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28¢c PER POUND

E PEOPLE’S DAIRY,

a e BE W ED TR R
New Made Spring Butter, fresh from the churn

130 State-St,

Telephone—GEO. A. ROBERTSON—589

FINE Wines and L

BRIDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING CO.,

102 STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC MARKET

California Port or Sherry, 75 cents per
Port, Sherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine

Full

Free Delivery.

quart Sherwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.
Cooking Brandy, Liquors, Cordials, Ale and Lager
Telephone 264-83
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Beer.

T C . for the Sick Room

421

HOUSATONIC AVE.

should be pure, wholesome, and clean beyond gquestion.
impurities or germs In our HYGIENIC ICE—the water from
which it is made is frozen only after being filtered and distilled

THE NAUGATUCK VALLEY ICE CO.

Telephone

. Down Town Office

]

No

154 FAIRFIELD AVR

e —
IRA GREGORY & GO,, === =4

Branch
972
Main Street

Office

COAL

WAKE UP!

Main Office
262

=

1E

Stratford Avenus®
e SIS RN R
STOP DREAMING : :

ABOUT THAT COAL ORDER

Prices have advanced and will soon be higher. Let v3 fill your bins NOW

Branch

30 Fairfield Avenne

Office GEO. B. CLAR & CO.
Telephone 2457

, THE ARNOLD COAL COMPANY i

YARD AND MAIN OFFICL =
150 Hopsatonic Avenue !

COAL

Telephone 481-6

A 9 al|*

and:-

WOOD
Flour, Grain, Hay and Straw, Z%ene

BERKSHIRE MILLS.

Try Sprague’'s Extra

BICE

HIGH
GRADE

ABSOLUTELY

CLE

AN

SCREENED BY A NEW MACHINE
just installed, and we invite customers to call at our yard
and see it in operation. Coal is advancing in price each
month at wholesale and must soon advance at retail. =
DO NOT DELAY ORDERING

WHEELER & HOWES,

944 MAIN ST.  Yard, East End Congress Street

3

i/
il
4

Spraguelce&CoalCo. -

East End East Washington Ave. Bridge

- COAL GUARANTEED




